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Chapter I IX. 


IHEY were gathering purple pansies, hands full of the 
lovely velvet blossoms, sweet, fragrant and pearled with 
morning dew. 

® “And see this lovely, lovely rose, Miss Fay! I’m 
going to put it right in the very center of my bouquet of 
Ll) pansies, ‘though it don’t match, a bit.” 

““But it does match, exactly,” laughed Fay pulling Patricia’s 
curls in play. “‘It’s just the deep red that blends with that purple, and 
the velvet is the same kind of velvet, and there’s not a bit of difference 
in the dew drops on the petals; it’s a lovely match!” 

Patricia, delighted with her selection, went skipping and hopping 
about the garden, as spry and alert as the robin redbreast hunting for 
worms on the other side of the fence. ““We’ll put the flowers all over 
the house, on every table, and we'll make it look like a party.” Pat’s 
little pink apron was full to overflowing, but there was always “Just 
this one more, because it’s such a beauty!” 

Fay stood looking down at the purple pansies at her feet, 
““Heartsease; that’s what they’re called, and that is what they are; 
and I’m so glad I wasn’t too late to save them. But the yellow tulip 
died before I came; I wonder what the yellow tulip’s name was— 
‘Gaiety’ maybe, or ‘Frivolity.’ I can’t think of myself as ever again be- 
ing very gay, or even frivolous, so maybe it’s just as well the yellow tu- 
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lip passed out of the garden, but, oh, you dear, dear ‘heartsease,’ how 
glad I am you didn’t die altogether!” A smile played about her lips, 
but her eyes were wistful, as though she were happy but not satisfied. 

A bee, laden to the tips of its toes (if a bee has toes), rolled out 
of a poppy bud and sailed off in a straight line for some distant hive, 
which was being stocked with winter honey. An ant hill between two 
loosened bricks of the walk was alive with tiny workers, each hoarding 
food of various kinds in underground passages. Birds were carrying 
straws or worms or bugs, too intent upon their occupation to pay at- 
tention to Pat’s pink, fluttering apron, or Fay’s dainty white house 
dress. The flowers were blooming in sweet profusion, but, as Fay 
looked, she saw they were weaving their petals or closing the calyx on 
the bud, all in the seed-making business of providing their share in the 
world’s work. She looked at the trees overhead, cherry and apple, 
pear, peach and plum; they, too, were working, silently but forcefully, 
producing food, forming seed, living their lives of usefulness for them- 
selves and for others. Some words Fay had almost forgotten came 
to her mind, “I must be about my Father’s business.” Strange why 
they should have come to her just at that time! 

Wonderfully attractive this summer morning was the little gray 
house at the end of the lane, newly painted and repaired, nestling 
among the now well trimmed vines and shrubs, the red brick walks 
neatly bordered with flowers, and the fine old fruit trees for a back- 
ground. The hum of bees and song of birds, the fragrance of flowers, 
the warm, sweet sunshine, invited one to repose, to rest, but today 
Fay’s mind seemed to be groping for something else. Over and over 
she said in her heart, “I must be about my Father’s business.” 

“‘Let’s go now and ‘range the flowers in the house,” suggested 
Pat, at last satisfied with the abundance of her blooms. “We'll put 
them on all the tables and shelves, and it’ll look just like a party.” 

Fay smilingly turned toward the house, when down the lane 
there arose a commotion which made her pause. Three boys were 
driving, or leading or pulling a small object, which proved to be a little 
black-and-white dog, with a bell on its neck and a tin can to its tail, 
and a rope about its body by which it was jerked now this way, now 
that. Add to this the yelps of the dog and the shrieks of glee of the 
three young scamps! Fay ran through the gate, and had the poor 
trembling creature in her arms, before the boys realized what had 
happened, and her fingers had loosened the can, bell, and rope, be- 
fore they had time to object. 

““Whose dog is this>?”’ she demanded sternly. 

“‘Ain’t nobody’s dog,”” answered the spokesman, a boy with a 
freckled face and a not unkind look in his brown eyes. “He’s all the 
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time hanging ‘round, and my ma said I'd got to drown him or she ain’t 
goin’ to let me keep my rabbits.” 
““May I have him?” asked Fay who was loath to add a dog to 


“I’m going to put it right in the very center of my bouquet of pansies.” 


her household arrangements, but who saw no other way out of the 
dilemma. 


The boys hesitated about losing the fun of the drowning, but as 
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possession is nine points of the law and Fay had the dog, they con- 
sented. They were about to turn up the lane when Fay stopped them. 
She had just remembered again the words, “I must be about my 
Father’s business.” Surely, it was the Father’s business that these 
three boys learn something of kindness toward dumb and helpless 
animals. The little creature in her arms was trembling and shaking 
with fear, and there were actual tears in its eyes! Oh, the shame of it! 

“Do you live far from here, boys?” asked Fay. 

““Nop, just down the lane a few blocks. Do you live here? I 
never seen you before.” The brown-eyed boy was still spokesman. 

“Yes, I live here,” said Fay. “Would you three boys like to 
come to a party this afternoon? We'll have flowers,” glancing at 
Pat’s apron full of purple pansies, ““and maybe some lemonade. Will 
you come?” ‘The boys grinned at each other, and finally the little red- 
headed fellow said, “I don’t mind—do we Bill?” 

““Nop, we'll come,” said the spokesman, known now as Bill. 
The third boy dug his bare toe into the dust and inquired, “Do we 
have to dress up?” 

“No, indeed,” laughed Fay; “but maybe you'll have to help me 
give my new dog a bath—he seems pretty dirty, poor little fellow.” 

As the three boys trudged off down the lane with a promise to 
come back to the party later in the day, Fay turned to Pat with a 
laugh. ‘Now we're in for a party, sure enough! Let’s make it a 
really, truly party,—cake, and—and everything!” 

There was hot water and soap in the kitchen, and not waiting for 
the boys’ help, Fay and Pat bathed and rubbed the frightened little 
dog, and then put him to sleep on a clean piece of rag carpet, while 
they bustled about making ready the party refreshments. By two 
o'clock everything was ready, and Fay and Pat sat down on the front 
steps to await their guests. The little dog had had a refreshing sleep, 
and was exploring the garden of his new home. Pat gathered him up 
in her lap, and, taking a red ribbon from her doll’s waist, tied it in a 
bow about his neck. “What shall we call him, Miss Fay? I can’t 
think of a pretty enough name, can you?” 

“Let’s call him Party,” laughed Fay, “It’s not so pretty as ap- 
propriate, for he’s the cause of the whole party. 1 wonder how he’d 
like it—come Party, wag your tail if you like the idea.” And Party 
wagged his little tail so decidedly that the question was settled then 


and there. 
(To be continued.) 


Gertrude Saben, of Battle Creek, Mich., sends for twelve pins, 
for their club. 
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a ph a> MARCH draws near, every boy (and many girls) be- 
come interested in flying kites, so I think it goes without 
saying that we will have a kite party this time. If this is 
what you want, I may as well tell you how to make the 
g kite now, so we will all be ready. Of course, you all know 
ES} how to make the ordinary kite, and you can make that 
kind if you wish. A Peter Pan kite is made from a good smooth hoop. 
Saw off a strip clear around the hoop, about 3% inch wide. Tie the 
ends together with a stout string, then you will have a real narrow 
hoop. Round the edges and smooth this down thoroughly with sand 
paper, and stretch two pieces 
of string across, like in Figure 
1. Next get some tough, 
light weight paper, and cover 
this frame, cutting, folding 
and pasting the edge of the pa- 
per clear around the frame like 
Figure 2. Now tie four 
strings to the frame, one at 
top, one at bottom and one at 
each side, being sure that they 
are even. Join them at point 
“A” as in Figure 3, and at- 
tach your kite string. At 
. points marked B, attach other 
strings, and bring together at er” 
point C, where you attach the Fig I 
tail of the kite. Now if you apy 
have done your work carefully so that it is all balanced, we are ready 
to fly our kites. 


This time we will have our party all over the world, wherever 
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boys fly kites. Wherever we see a kite, we know that there is joy, 
and therefore some of the Peter Pan spirit. So you see that every kite 
is a joy signal. You know that kites are very often used as signals of 
one kind or another, but when boys and girls are flying them they are 
surely signals that some one is happy. Whenever you see a kite, re- 
member this, and when you 
fly your kite, remember that 
you are letting all the world 
know that you are happy. 

Do you remember what 
our aeroplane was like, last 
month? Of course you do! 
And now, what do you think 
makes the chief difference be- 
tween it and the kite? It is 
just this: The aeroplane has 
power to sail along of itself, 
and the kite has to be held by 
a string. 

You know that we should 
treat our thoughts and words 
very much as we do these two 
things. That is, there are certain thoughts and words we should 
always keep a string to, until we are very sure that they should be 
turned loose. You know that when you have really let a thought go, 
it isn’t so easy to correct it. And surely we have to correct all our im- 
perfect thoughts and words, some time. 

This brings me to something I have been wanting to write you 
about for a long time, so I think I'll just tell it to you now. While we 
are all watching our kites, we may as well be visiting. 

You know how we all love to have strong bodies. 

“Yes, Peter Pan, and we like to do hard things,” says Joe. 

“That’s right, Joe; there is something very inspiring about being 
able to do hard things.” 

And now | hear Harold say, “ Yes, but they aren’t hard when 
we go at them that way.’ 

“That is true, too, but I guess we mean that we enjoy doing 
things that require our strength and skill. ‘When we are out on our 
hikes, do we always pick out the easy roads? No; we sometimes do, 
when it is convenient, but we usually cut right out across the country. 
When we come to steep hills, instead of going round them, we climb 
straight up and over. We pick out the hard places, because we like to 
try our strength and skill.” 
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““Yes, and we feel mighty good when we make it to the top, too, 
Peter Pan,” says Mary. 

There you are, Mary; you are always with us to remind us that 
girls can take their part in whatever comes up. 

Have you ever thought that strength and skill always begin in the 
way we think? If we go at a task thinking how hard it is and how we 
hate to do it, it is just like “pulling teeth”’ to get it done. On the other 
hand, if we just think right about it, think about how we love to exer- 
cise our strength and our skill, the more difficult the task, the more we 
enjoy it. Now isn’t that true? We do not enjoy the things every- 
body can do, so much as we enjoy the things others think they can’t do. 

So you see, things are hard or easy, dull or interesting, only in the 
way that we go at them. Then it is easy to understand that we must 
first learn to control our minds, in order to look at every problem just 
as we should. Self-control is one of the greatest secrets of strength and 
skill. Really, if we develop the skill to control our minds, we have the 
skill to do all the other things we would love to do. 


I once heard a woman say that “Any old fool can lose his temper, 
but it takes brains to control oneself.”” So it does; and by thinking a 
bit, we know that when we lose our tempers, or say we “can’t” or 
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“won't,” or “I don’t like this or that,” we are doing the weak thing. 
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When we take pride in our strength, we will think of more than muscle, 
and when to our strong muscle we can add a strong, well controlled 
mind, we will be all-round strong boys and girls. Then when we 
undertake all our tasks with a well-controlled mind, we will become 
expert in everything we do. I am sure this is just what every boy and 
girl wants to become. 

Now I’ve taken up a lot of time talking to you, so I'll give you a 
chance. 

“But, Peter Pan,” says Joe, “when something happens to make 
a fellow mad, how is he going to keep from it?” 

“*Joe, if some one should say that you are not strong enough to 


- lift a pail of water, what would you do?” | 


““Why, I’d just go ahead and show him.” 

“That’s right, and what would you think about? Would you 
think about what he said, or about what you know you can do?” 

“T’d just think about what I know I can do.” 

“All right, there you are. When something happens that might 
make you mad, don’t think about it; think about something better. 
Mapa about how absolutely sure you are that you are strong enough to 

calm.’ 
“Then God helps us, too, doesn’t he?” asks Mary. 

““Yes, Mary, God helps us in everything that we do in a right 
spirit. It’s just like a ship hoisting a sail, then the wind helps it along.” 

“But, Peter Pan, what will we do if we really do get mad 
sometimes 

“Well, what do you do when you fall down?” 

“Get up, of course.” 

“Yes, and that is just the way to do if you should lose your 
temper. Remember that to lose your temper is weak, and to control 
yourself is strong. Then do the strong thing by calming right down.” 

“And isn’t that the way to do if you hurt yourself or feel a pain?” 

“Yes, that is right. Just turn your mind right away from what- 
ever it is, and remember that God is your health. That thought is 
stronger than anything else, and when you really feel that God is your 
health and strength, all the other things will disappear like magic.” 

Now, I’ve talked up about all of my space in Wee Wisdom for 
this month, so I'll have to let you go on with your party, and I'll visit 
with you again in April. 

By the way, Ralph is here at Unity while I am writing this story. 
He tells me he likes the Peter Pan stories and that he is going to make 


_a Peter Pankite. I did not tell him how, though, so he has to wait for 


Wee Wisdom, like the rest of you. He says he is going to earn a 
Peter Pan cap, too. 
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TAE 
The Story of a Little Pueblo Indian Boy 
EvANs KELLOGG 
[Tae is pronounced Tah ee. In April Wee Wisdom, we will have an ac- 


count of Tae at the government school, and in the May number of our magazine, 
there will be a story telling of his return to the pueblo for an Indian dance.] 


pee IAE WAS a little Pueblo Indian boy, who lived in a far- 
away corner of New Mexico. His house was built of big 
blocks of clay, called adobe. His parents had taken the 
® || clay when it was wet and formed it into these blocks, which 
they allowed to dry in the sun. 
Leena When the sun had made the blocks hard, they built 
the walls of the house as high as they wanted them, then they cut long 
poles and laid them across the top, to form the roof. They covered 
the poles with grass and reeds, putting a thick coating of clay on top. 
;, Tae was a very ‘happy little boy, as he had nothing to do but 
play. 
His father often told him of the wonderful Spirit or God which 
dwells in all things, and it thrilled him to think that the same life that 


dwelt in him dwelt also in the rocks, the plants and the birds. The 
little rabbits, the ground squirrels, the sun, moon, and the stars, were 
all his friends and seemed to be made just for him. 

Tae and other little Indians, boys and girls, would climb to the 
top of a high hill, and watch for the sunrise. They loved the sun, that 
great mass of light and warmth that made the day bright and cheery. 
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What was it made of? Why did it always rise in the east and set in 
the west? 
Little Tae did not know, and he did not care. He only knew 
‘ that he loved it; he would sit for hours, watching it. 
F Far away, he could see the Rio Grande River. He had never 
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been close to this stream, but he had often heard his father speak of it. 
Tae and his little friends had games very much the same as we 

children have. One of their games was quite like our hide-and-seek. 
Then, in another game, they would climb to the top of a high 
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hill and slide and roll to the bottom, only to climb to the top and roll 


down again. 

When they tired of this, they would run away to chase the birds 
and butterflies. Sometimes they ran after the little ground squirrels, 
but the squirrels didn’t care. They would only scamper away to their 
homes high up on the cliff, and scold their pursuers. 

Tae’s mother made beautiful pottery, and he would often sit 
and watch her at her work. 

After removing all of the stones from a quantity of clay and 
sand, she mixed them with just enough water to make a sticky mass. 
Then she rolled some of the mixture into a strip between her hands. 
After that, she rolled the strip into a circle, gradually forming it into 


the shape of a dish. Finally, she smoothed up the outside and inside 
of the dish with a piece of gourd or a small chip of wood. 

When the dish was finished, she set it in the sun to dry. 

After the sun had baked it quite hard, she went over it again with 
a knife or a piece of stone, smoothing it up and putting a glazed sur- 
face on it. She decorated it with a thick, black paint, which she had 
made from the waco plant. She then placed this dish, and a lot of 
others almost like it, into a queer little adobe oven, and baked them all 
until they were very hard. 

One day Tae’s father loaded all of the pottery into a wagon and 
drove away to trade it to a white man for groceries and clothing. 
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When he returned he brought Tae some candy, which was the first 
this little Indian boy had ever tasted. 

My, but that candy was good! Tae asked his father all about 
the candy, how it was made and why it was so good. His father could 
not explain it, but he told Tae that a white man would soon come and 
take him away to an Indian school, and then he would learn all about 


the white man’s way of living. 


THE VIOLET’S MISSION 
EvALENA May Drew 

|LOSE up to the roots of an old apple tree, a little violet 
( grew; her petals were touched with the blue of the sky, and 
: deep down in her heart was the golden yellow of the glori- 
ous sunlight. She was indeed most beautiful, and her 
4 perfume was subtle and rare. As a queen upon her throne, 
LX 4 so was this little flower, for her surroundings were most 
truly regal. The rich emerald green of the tree moss was her chair of 
state, canopied with woodland ferns of wondrous beauty. Her throne 
was a great tuft of meadow grass no less beautiful, and this, falling 
gracefully, as a water-spray from a crystal fountain, was caressed by 

the ripples of a little brooklet that flowed by at the foot of the tree. 
Through all the long, sunny days, and through the darkness of 
the night, the brooklet sang softly to the violet, and in turn the violet 
gave the brook the sweetness of her perfume. Many happy hours they 
thus spent in sweet communion before the violet was discovered in her 
tiny hiding place. One day a little child came; a little girl, bright- 
eyed and fair, in whose soul there was fostered and developed that 
most gracious gift,—a love for the tender and helpless things of God. 
With careful hands she caressed the violet, and nourished it with 
water from the brooklet. Then, because she was kind and good and 
loved to share her pleasures with others, she thought of little James, the 
invalid lad whom kind friends had recently sent out from the city, in 

order that he might have the benefit of the sweet, fresh, country air. 
James was a lad who loved the beautiful and good, as did the 
Fair Child; so one day she brought him in his invalid chair, and, walk- 
ing by his side, she told him of the violet and tree and brooklet. No 
one, not even those who loved him best, knew how hungry was his 
mind and heart for the wonderful treasures abounding in the beautiful 
spot where the violet grew. He was like countless little children whose 
whole lives have been spent in a great city, and who have never romped 
and played about in the green grass, who have never heard the birds 
sing in the tree tops or seen the beautiful flowers grow. True, he had 
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read of these things in story books, but that is quite a different thing. 
So it was with the greatest joy that he listened to the Fair Child as she 
walked by his side. This was but the beginning of many happy days, 
as hour by hour they sat in the shade of the old tree. 

Sometimes they listened to the rustle of the leaves, as they whis- 
pered sweet messages of love and praise to God; sometimes to the low 
twitter and chirp of joyous birds. The music of the rippling brooklet 
filled the boy’s soul with delight; sometimes he brought his pencil and 
paper and tried to draw the pretty things about him; again, he read 
from his story books the simple tales of heroes that he loved, little 
dreaming that he was himself a hero; for though he had often yearned 
to join in childhood sports, he bore the pain of denial in silence and 
stilled the cry of his aching heart in patience. Sometimes he watched 
the Fair Child at play, but together they loved and tended the violet. 

Again, he slipped cautiously down out of his chair, and stretching 
at full length on the cool grass, he lay for hours by the side of the 
brooklet where the violet grew. As each day he beheld the miracle of 
leaf and bud and bloom, and drank the sweetness of its perfume; as 
he beheld the growing beauty of tree and brooklet, he forgot his pain 
and grew hopeful and happy and stronger of limb again, and little by 
little he learned to walk and run and play. 

One day the violet closed her tiny petals, fell asleep and bloomed 
no more; but the lad and the Fair Child knew that her resting time 
had come. And so, in the fall, before the lad returned to the city, 
when the brown leaves fell and the chill of winter was in the air, to- 
gether they covered the violet over with the warm leaves. 

Nor was her little resting place less sumptuous than her queenly 
home of the springtime had been;, for when King Winter came, know- 
ing how she had blessed the lives of the little lad and the Fair Child, 
he covered her with a mantle of the purest snow, soft and white as 
the breast of a swan. The meadow grass he clothed in garments of 
exquisite texture and workmanship like glittering diamonds. Upon 
each tiny blade that fell over the brooklet, he hung a frozen water 
drop, like a silver bell. Thus, upon a couch whose wondrous beauty 
transcended that of any earthly queen, this simple little flower reposed, 
awaiting the coming glory of rebirth, in another springtime fair and 
sweet. 


In winter I get up at night 
And dress by early candle-light. 
In summer, quite the other way, 
I have to go to bed by day. 
—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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MARCH LESSON 
IE SHALL not un- 


dertake to make a 
garment this 
month. Instead, 
2! we shall learn to 
make several fan- 
cy stitches, which we shall use 
later as trimming on Dolly’s 
summer frocks. 

Featherstitch. The feath- 
erstitch can be used in so 
many different ways to make 
garments dainty, that I am 
sure every little Sunbeam will 
be amply repaid for learning 
how to do it well. 

The stitch is worked on the FEATHER 
right side of the material, and STITCH DOUBLE 
toward the person sewing. ag 
The work is held in the left 
hand over the first finger, and kept in place with the thumb and second 
finger. The needle being drawn through for the first stitch, hold the 
thread firmly under the left thumb. The second stitch is taken a thread 
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or two to the left of the central line; and, in order to form the loop, 
the thread has to be thrown around from right to left toward you, and 
then held under the left thumb. The 
needle is then brought outside the ij 
loop. The third stitch is then taken iP) Sp 
to the right, and so continue to make 
the stitches, alternating each time 
from right to left. ® 
The double featherstitch or briar- 
stitch is more elaborate. It is done 
in exactly the same way as the single 
featherstitch, except that two stitches 
are taken each side of the central 
line instead of one. If you cannot 
keep the stitches straight by sightt FRENCH KNOT 
then baste a thread for the central 
line, to work by. 
French knots. Bring the needle up at the 
point, or place, for the knot, hold the thread 
()) ()) with the left thumb, slip the needle under the 
thread, and give it one or two turns; push 
it down again at the point where it came up, 
() and draw it out below, fixing the knot. To 
make the knots larger, use a thicker thread, 
or put a second strand into the needle, but 
1) — do not make more than two turns of the 
needle. 
| To make seed stitches, bring up the needle 
at the place for the stitch, turn the thread to 
D make a small loop from left to right, hold it 
SEE down with the left thumb. Take up a tiny 
ST) TC H bit of material with the needle, bringing it up 
again in the original place. Pass the needle 
over the working thread (which lies to the left), put it through the 
loop, and draw it up. Once more insert the needle in the same place, 
and bring it out ready for the next stitch. Seed stitches look pretty 
made in groups. 


BE POLITE 


Let us try to be polite 
In everything we do; 
Remember always to say “please,” 


And not forget “thank you.” —Selected. 


WEE WISDOM 


THE TRUTH CHILD'S ROSARY 


AUNT MyrTLeE 
God is my help in every need; All things I am, can do, and be 
God does my every hunger feed. Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God walks beside me, guides my way, God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
Through every moment of the day. God is my strength, unfailing, quick. 


{ now am wise, I now am true, - God is my All—I know no fear, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah Moore Kohaus. 

The six little verses given above, are for you to put on your mem- 
ory-string, like beads that some little children are given to count to help 
them remember good things. 

Every one of these six rhymes is a little prayer that will help you 
to remember how to be wise and brave and true and well. 

Once upon a time when Royal was a laddie, we were summer- 
ing at Manitou, among the mountains. One day he wandered off all 
by himself to explore the wonders of the “Crystal Park,” away up on 
one of the high peaks. 

All went merrily till the sun hid behind the mountains and left 
dark shadows standing around. Then he thought of home, and sought 
for the path by which he came, but no path could be found. Terror 
seized him at the thought of a night lost in the mountains, with possibly 
wild beasts for company. Then, like a light breaking into his mind, 
he remembered this verse of the little prayer: 

God walks beside me, guides my way, 
Through every moment of the day. . 

It was like somebody coming to show him out, and he felt calm 
and trustful. Then, do you know, he looked around, and there was 
the path, just as plain as could be, that led right down to the street. 
You can ask him yourself, if this little prayer has not helped him out of 
lots of tangles. 


_ SPEECH IS SILVER: SILENCE, GOLDEN 
They say that speech is silver, 
That is what I have been told; 
And silence is more precious, 
For it is like to gold. 


Now I will scatter silver, 
By this, my little speech; 
While you, in silence, gather 
The gold within your reach. 
—Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfellow. 
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The giants are telling that Bug-a-Boo-Bill 
Was gloomy and lonesome and droopy until 
On whisper or look, from bird or some other, 
He thought to adopt him a dear little brother. 
With words of affection and many a hug 

He christened the manikin Bill-a-Boo-Bug. 


One brother was large, and one brother was 
small; 

Boo talked with a lisp, Bill talked with a drawl, 

And all the birds laughed at the brothers’ cute 


jokes 
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On the terrors of foolish, ignorant folks. 

“Juth thith morning,” said Boo, “you thee that I 
thaw 

A boy run from hith thadow!” Bill laughed, 
“Haw! Haw!” 


High up in his castle, sat Bug-a-Boo-Bill; 

The clouds of a rain storm were sweeping the hill. 

Big, good-natured Bill, in his heart wished to show 

His love for his neighbors who lived down below. 

When the storm in the crags screamed, whistled 
and’ roared, 

Trees bending 1 in wind and great waters out- 
poured, 

He, thinking of them all so frightened and sad, 

Said, “T'll do what I can, to show I'm not bad.” 


First, calling sweet Boo-Bug, he said, “Please 
come here, | 
And sit down by me, if the tempest you fear.” 
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Big Bug-a-Boo-Bill and small Bill-a-Boo-Bug 
Sat down side by side on their gay wishing rug. 
Said Boo-Bill, ° ‘You wish first, and wish with your 
might; 

Please wish that the fairies may bring usa light. 
The clouds are so thick, and the night is so dark, 
And rain falls like Noah were launching an ark; 
Our neighbors below are in turmoil and doubt; 
We'll call up the fairies, and put the rain out.” 


Then Boo-Bug wished softly, ““Pleathe, fairieth, 
come thine, 

And make it like day for thith brother of mine; 

He thayth it ith dark, but you re here in the room, 

Tho thine out, and thine hard, to thceatter the 
gloom. 

And thine for the people, and make it like day; 

Pleathe thine in the darkneth, and drive it away.” 


Then Bug-a-Boo-Bill was just starting to ask, 
“Dear fairies, if it is not too great a task"— 
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No farther he went, for light came with a rush, 
Like jets of a fountain from which colors gush. © 


The fireflies came trailing their banners of blaze: 

Stars parted the rain clouds with thousands of 
rays; 

The wees moon was shining; the shy whippoor- 
w 

Sang out from the tree at the foot of the hill. 


Both Bill-Boo and Bug-a-Boo laughed out for joy 


To see how a large cloud runs from a small boy. 


The people below hailed the light with a shout, 
And —— them guessed what had brought. it 
about. 
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MASTER PIN AND LADY NEEDLE 


[Four-year-old Ruth Rosalind Kohlhauff; so much enjoys this story from 
the “‘Missouri Freemason,”’ that she would like for all wee readers of Wee Wis- 
dom to have an opportunity to enjoy it with her.] 

A pin and a needle, being neighbors in a work basket, and both 
being idle folk, began to quarrel, as idle folk are apt to do. 

-“T should like to know,” said the pin, “what you are good for, 
and how you expect to get through the world without a head?” 

“What is the use of your head,” replied the needle, rather 
sharply, “if you have no eye?” 

““What is the use of an eye,” said the pin, “if there is always 
something in it?” 

“T am more active, and can go through more work than you can,” 
said the needle. 

“Yes, but you will not live long, because you have always a 
stitch in the side,” said the pin. 

““You are a poor, crooked creature,” said the needle. 

: “And you are so proud that you can’t bend without breaking your 
ack. 

“T’ll knock your head off if you insult me again.” 

“T’'ll pull your eye out if you touch me; remember your life hangs 
on a single thread,” said the pin. 

While they were thus conversing a little girl entered, and, under- 
taking to sew, she very soon broke off the needle at the eye. She then 
tied the thread around the neck of the pin and attempted to sew with 
it, but pulled its head off and threw it into the dirt by the side of the 
broken needle. 

““Well, here we are,” said the needle. 

““We have nothing to fight about now,” said the pin. “It seems 
misfortune has brought us to our senses.” 

“A pity we had not come to them sooner,” said the needle. 
“How much we resemble human beings who quarrel about their bless- 
ings till they lose them, and never find out they are brothers till they 
lie down in the dust together, as we do.” 


“The following are names of new members of the Booster Club: 
Fred and Allan Lambourne, Mary Helen Millsap, Vada and 
Kenneth Hobbs, Alice Janssen, Lolita Burgers, Margaret O'Neill, 
Olive Toner, Marjorie Guethlein, Edwin Hummel, Betty Taggart, 
J. Douglas Arnim, Betty, Frances and Evan Burr, Gordon Peacock, 
Viola May Routzong, Julia Jenner, Mary E. Davis, Hilda Hath- 
away, Evelyn Eberhard, Kenneth Granger. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


THE LITTLE VOICE 
AUNT PEGGcy 


I had two wonderful things happen to me lately, and I would 
love to tell you about them. In the first place, I had a big wish come 
true, just like a fairy story, and one morning I awakened to find myself 
here at Unity, for the Thanksgiving School. Just like all little folks, 
when the time came to go home, everything and everybody were so 
lovely, that I wanted to stay. So I made a wish that my Father might 
find something for me to do here. 

And here I am. The other day Mr. Lowell was passing my 
desk, talking about Wee Wisdom, and I told him a story of how it 
helped me once, and he asked me to tell you about it, so I will: 

Once upon a time—really, it was in June, 1917, little Curtis 
had a story in the magazine about resting on his mother’s lap, and not 
wanting to even go out doors to play with the other little boys; while 
resting, he heard a bird singing, and it seemed to sing to his heart, and 
to call him out into the sunshine. His mother let him dress and go, and 
he was all rested, just because he had been quiet enough to have the 
bird sing. 

The morning the story came to us, there was a dear little lady 
present,—and what do you suppose she was thinking? Well, if you 
will believe me, she thought that some lovely sun-kissed strawberries 
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and peas that she had eaten, had quarreled with her stomach and made 
her sick, so that she had to call in a doctor, and stay in bed, and not 
eat anything she wanted. It was raining, and she wasn’t a bit happy, 
but she read that story about Curtis, and what do you think happened ? 
Why, she, too, heard a sweet little voice telling her to get up and dress, 
and to go out into the sunshine. And she did it. 

Now, listen! By the time she was ready to go out, the sun was 
really shining, both in her heart and out of doors. The pain and fever 
just couldn’t stay in a real happy stomach, and so she was healed, too, 
because she was still enough to hear the little inner voice tell her that 
God loved her, and didn’t want her to think she was sick. So you 
see what God let Curtis do. I want you to know that I love every 
one of you, and enjoy your letters in Wee Wisdom, ’most more than 
anything else. 


(LEFT Over From Last MontuH) 
Los Angeles, Call. 

My Dear Wee Wisdom—I wish Wee Wisdom came every week like 
the Weekly Unity. I am too young to read Unity yet. My playmates 
are two kitties and a baby sister. My biggest kitty, “Sir Thomas,” was 
quite badly hurt and he went away, and I thought perhaps he was dead; 


then I remembered that there is no death, so I used the little Truth state- 
ments, and yesterday he came back nearly well. One of my kitties is a 
Persian, but the other is just a plain cat. Won't some of the Wees write 
to me? My address is 418 W. 76th Street. I want also to ask if there 
is a Booster Club in Los Angeles, and if so, may I join it? I am enclosing 
Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses for another year. I just love Wee 
Wisdom. I wish some Wee in the East would write and tell me how 
snow looks. With love, Dorothy Ferguson. 

Will some of the Los Angeles Boosters send Dorothy a card 
telling about the Booster Club there, and its meetings? 


Dear W ees—Did you ever travel in a covered wagon? I did. Let 
me tell you about it. My mother, three sisters, two brothers and myself 
came by train from Missouri to New Mexico. Our father, who was a 
mining engineer in that country, met us at the station in a little town called 
Silver. We had more than a hundred miles to travel by wagon before 
we would reach our new home. I think our dear mother did not look 
forward to a camping trip with as much pleasure as we children did. We 
made our first camp after dark, among some oak trees. Father built a 
big fire of sticks to light up our camp, and a small one to cook supper on. 
And my, such a supper! I was only seven years old, and did not know 
that my father knew how to cook, until that night. He fried hot cakes 
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and eggs, heated a can of corn, and made hot coffee. That was one 
supper I shall never forget. The wind came up before we went to bed, so 
father stretched a canvas between two trees to keep it away from us. We 
were not afraid of wild animals, although it was a very wild country and 
my father did not carry firearms. But before we went to bed, he assured 
us that we were safe in God’s care. Early next morning we were up and 
on our way before sunrise; we expected to ford a river that day, and hoped 
to reach it before noon, as it was the rainy season, and the flood waters 
usually came in the afternoon. After six days of slow travel, we came 
to a little valley called Pleasant Valley, and there we found our new home 
near a small river. Pleasant Valley was a very pleasant place to live, and 
we enjoyed it. With love and best wishes, I remain, your Booster Friend. 

Why didn’t our “Booster Friend” give us his name, or hers, per- 
haps? We like this letter. 

- Vancouver, B. C. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I hope you all had a merry Christmas and a 
happy New Year. I did. We went to a picture show on Christmas. 
New Year’s day I went to a friend’s house. She is a Wee, too. Her 
father is my father’s partner in business. We had a lovely time playing 
games. We thought we had lost our Persian cat last night, because we 
missed him. We went hunting for him till about nine or ten o'clock. 
However, we held the silence and declared he was all right. When I 
was getting ready for bed, out he came from behind the dresser. We hadn’t 
let him out; that’s why we missed him, and went to look for him. He must 
have been frightened, though, at something, because he runs around so 
funny and won't eat his meals (that is, he wouldn’t eat his supper or 
breakfast). With love to all the Wees and Boosters, I am 

Emily Stewart. 

You know, Emily, that perfect love casts out all fear. Just know 
that your house is filled with God’s love, and that as you radiate 
fearlessness and love, your pet will forget all about being frightened. 

Scarsdale, N. Y. 

My Dear Boosters—I should love to be a member of your Club. I 
should also like to have the three wise monkeys. I will try to be true to 
those monkeys. I love the Truth, and I love to learn about it in the Bible 
and in the church. I adore Wee Wisdom and hope to have her visit me for 
years. My sister Peggy is eight years old; she is much interested in Wee 
Wisdom too, but probably she will not join the club until she comes back 
from Maine, where she is going to stay until spring. Your truthful reader, 

Agnes Hyatt. 

Bless you, Agnes! We know you will be true to the monkeys, 

and they will be just as true to you. When you see and do and 


speak only the good, then only the good will come back to you. 
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Columbus, Ohio. 
Dear Wee W isdom—This i is my second letter to you, and in it I’m 
sending you a little poem, which I wrote myself. We have started a Truth 
Sunday School. The address is 208 Clinton Building, on Chestnut Street. 
My brother and I were the only ones who attended for several Sunday's, 
but now there are about eight. We read “Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks,” 
and use the Sunday School lessons in Wee Wisdom. Yours truly, 
Caroline Whipps. 
This is Caroline’s poem, just as she has written it: 


LITTLE CANDLES 
The shades of night have fallen, 
The stars watch from above; 
The world is full of happiness, 
Harmony and love. 


The stars are little candles, 
God lights them every night. 
They help each soul to the pathway, 
Which leads to the Land of Right. 


So let us follow the candles, 
Which God has meant for us, 
And live in happiness, Truth and Love, 


And never, never fuss. 


Then be kind to every creature, 
Be he large or be he small, 
For this is the lesson sent us, 


From the Father of us all. 
Belmont, Man. 


Dear Boosters—I wish to be a Booster if there is any room left for me. 
I am a reader of your club letters, and I think Wee Wisdom is a good book. 
It has so many interesting stories in it. I think your motto is good, and 
I am always going to keep it in mind wherever I am. I should like to 
correspond with any of the Boosters who will write tome. Please see if you 
can find room for me in.your club. I will write something more interesting 
another time. Marjorie Harris. 

We are glad to make you a member of our club, Marjorie, and 
assure you there is always room for those who wish to scatter sunshine 
and make the dark corners bright and warm and joyous. 


Point Roberts, Wash. 
Dear Boosters—I have received two of the Wee Wisdom books, and 
I just love them. Everything seems rather dull here now, as the birds don’t 


sing much, as it is cold. But this spring and summer you may expect 
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many a story and letter from me about them. Your true fellow worker, 
Asta Enarson. 
Junction City, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending your traveling expenses, so that 
you can visit me another year; also money for a Booster pin, as I want 
to boost the Truth, and do better in my studies. I love the “Prayer of 
Faith.” I am eight years old, and am in the third grade. As there is no 
school near where we live, I board away from home, so I can attend. I 
miss my parents, and hope we will move where there is a school. Please 
hold a thought for me to help me in my studies, especially arithmetic. I send 
a picture of brother Jack and myself. If there are any Boosters or Wees 
living near me, I should like to hear from them. Your loving reader, 
Valdor Dredge. 
Keep your thoughts bright and sunshiny, Valdor, and just know 
that God’s knowing Mind thinks through you, and figures out all your 
problems for you. So, when in doubt, get very still and say to your- 
self: ““God is my Intelligence.” 


We had a good Christmas letter from Irene Parker, which, for 
some reason, must have been belated. She wishes all the Wees and 
Boosters a merry Christmas, and tells of the presents she received. 

Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I should like to visit you and your friends. I 
am trying to get some new subscribers for you, Wee Wisdom. I should 
like to have you send me some sample copies and a few subscription 
blanks. I am very much interested in Peter Pan, and “The Little Gray 
House at the End of the Lane.” I like to read the letters your friends 
write. I will write another letter soon. Your loving Booster, 

Florence E. Martin. 


We are glad to send you sample copies and subscription blanks, 
Florence, and are knowing that just the ones who will enjoy the teach- 
ing of Truth will become subscribers. 


_ Thelma Virginia Stanley, of Newton, Mass., writes to be en- 
rolled as a Booster. She also would like to hear from other Boosters 
in Newton, if there are any there. 

Boise, Idaho. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my second letter to you. I enjoy Wee 
Wisdom very much. When I get through with it, I give it to another 
little girl. We are going to San Francisco, California, to live. If there 
are any Boosters around San Francisco, I should like to hear from them. 
I am sending a picture of my Booster family. I am your friend, 
Eileen Howell. 
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Here is a letter from Clarence Lee Roy Peters, of Owatonna, 
Minn. He tells us what fun he has had this winter in the snow, and 
he also says he likes our little ““Truth-full” magazine, Wee Wisdom. 

Stella Todd, of St. Francis, Kan., writes an interesting letter, 
telling how her school gave a box supper to raise money for some new 
books for their library. Stella also says that they have prayed for 
health and protection, and that their prayers have been answered. 

Beatrice Nelson has moved. Her new address is 112! Oak 
Grove Ave., Chicago, Ill. She wishes Mary Louise Schreiner, of 
Ohio, and Zaidee de Becker, to please notice. 

Walden Lee, of Philip, S. Dak., sends a cunning picture of him- 
self, his cats and the good old family horse. 

Madlyn Gade, of Honeoye Falls, N. Y., writes that she passed 
her examinations with flying colors, by knowing that God is her wisdom. 

John Gillies, of Omaha, Neb., writes to tell us how much he likes 
Wee Wisdom. 

George Drane, New Orleans, La., says Wee Wisdom has visited 
him for three years, but he has never written before. Perhaps he will 
do better in the future. 

Earnest Baltzell has written us a splendid letter on one of the 
typewriters in the Unity office. His advice to you this month is: “If 
you are not getting along well with your studies, just claim God as your 
intelligence, and you will find everything working out fine.” 

Irene Thorell, of Loomis, Neb., says she is very happy in keeping 
her New Year resolution not to eat meat or drink coffee. She is 
paying Wee Wisdom’s trayeling expenses to her cousin, Lillian Ander- 
son, of Gothenberge, Neb. 

K. Esther Schomber, of Indianapolis, Ind., wants to become a 
Booster. She also wishes to correspond with other Boosters. Her 
address is 2114 Ashland Ave. She would like to know why Lillian 
Heiser has not answered her letter. 

Iola Nixdorf writes that she is learning to find pleasure in all her 
duties, and she sees that this makes them easier. She also sends us a 
story which will have to wait over for another issue. 

From St. Louis, Mo., comes a letter and story from Iona Brod- 
beck. She makes a splendid report concerning her grades in her 
studies, and says, “I know Who helps me.” Good for you, Iona! 
We will publish more of your stories when space permits. 

Natalie M. Burgraf, of New York, says she is more thankful 
every day for Wee Wisdom, and that she is going to secure five sub- 
scribers and win a Peter Pan cap. 

Mable Culpepper, of Savannah, Ga., thinks of starting a Booster 
Club. She would like to hear from other interested Wees. Her ad- 
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dress is 713 Barnard St. She also sends a story, which we have not 
space to publish this month. 

Mildred Cordray, of Pratt, Kansas, writes that she is thinking 
of starting a Pollyanna Booster Club. 

Virginia and Mary Drane, of New Orleans, La., write us inter- 
esting letters and send us little poems which we have not the space to 
publish this month. However, we thank you for your interest, girls. 

Helen McGraw, of Bailey, Colo., tells us that God has healed 
her, and that she is very grateful. She also says she loves Wee 
Wisdom. 

Adelaide Smith, Salamanca, N. Y., ae written a little story 
about obedience. It will be crowded out this month, Adelaide, but 
we may be able to use it later. 

You all know what splendid letters Velma McGowan, of 
Riverton, Wyo., writes. She says she and he sister are going to have 
an opportunity to raise baby chickens next summer. Isn’t that fine? 

Thora Harriette Phelps, of Le Grand, Iowa, writes to tell us 
how much she enjoys the Bible Lessons and the Puzzle Page. We 
are very glad. 

Wee Wisdom is holding a letter for Miss Patricia Coffin, of 
Washington, D. C. We are unable to find her address on our sub- 
— list, and if she will write us, we shall be glad to forward her 
etter. 

Dorothea Jasper, Collingswood, N. J., writes her first letter to 
Wee Wisdom. We are very glad to hear from her. 

Raymond Fewell, of Marseilles, Ill., sends for a Booster pin, 
and tells us that God has healed him. 

Virginia Shuber asks us to help her, her brother, and her little 
friend, to know that God’s wisdom is not limited. 

Ethelene Gould, Corbett, Ore., writes to express her appreciation 
of Wee Wisdom’s stories and watches: 

Robert and Bert Parker, of Detroit, Mich., write to tell us they 
have made good grades in their studies, and they both have passed. 
Splendid! 

Dorcas Chalfan, of Seattle, Wash., has followed the instructions 
in Wee Wisdom, in making an outfit for her doll. We know it is 
pretty, Dorcas. 

Lillian Roberts, of Bellingham, Wash., would like to know if 
there are any Boosters in Bellingham, and if so will they please write 
her? Lillian also sends a story which we have not room to publish 
this month. 

Robert Waterman, who has been with the Unity Boosters for 
some time, has gone home to Denver, Colo. He promises to write us 
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something about the mountains. We shall be very glad to hear from 
him. 

Lucile Walker, of Des Moines, Wash., has written us a lovely 
letter, all about Puget Sound, and her good times on the beach. We 
wish that we had the space to print it. She would like to hear from 
some of the Boosters. Write to her, and perhaps she will tell you 
personally all these interesting things. Her address is P. O. Box 11. 

Meryle Paepke, of Arlington, Kan., says she thinks the Puzzle 
Page is the best department in Wee Wisdom, although she likes the 
other parts very much, too. 

Dorothy Butler, Long Point, IIl., writes to express her appreci- 
ation of the sewing lessons, and the “Little Gray House.” 

It seems that all the Wees are learning to trust the Spirit of In- 
telligence to guide them. We have a splendid report from Harriet 
Eells, of Los Gatos, Cal., who tells of splendid grades in her studies. 
She expects soon to be in high school. 

Dorothy Grace Small, of Baltimore, Md., sends Wee Wisdom’s 
traveling expenses for another year. 

Anna Ellison, of Meeker, Colo., says that if she were to tell us 
of all her blessings, it would require at least six pages. 

Clarence Roberts, of Forsythe, Mont., sends Wee Wisdom’s 
traveling expenses for another year, and tells of his prosperity. We 
rejoice with you, Clarence. 

Eleanora Schellhardt, of Valmeyer, IIl., expresses her appreci- 
ation of Peter Pan and of Blanche’s Corner. 

Elma Grant, of Camptonville, Cal., asks if Curtis still has 
“Peanuts.” Yes, Elma, “Peanuts” is still a much beloved member of 
the family. 

Just see how the Booster membership is increasing! Soon there 
will be no dark corners left in the earth, with all these boys and girls 
spreading sunshine: 

These friends would like to correspond with other Boosters: 

Beatrice Answemet, Ave du Simplon 3, Lausanne, Switzerland. 

Eunice Johnson, Caddoa, Colo. 

Lenora Jeffery, 272 Twenty-second Ave. E., S. Vancouver, 
B. C., Canada. ; 

Lloyd Jones, Box 495, Canton, S. D. (Lloyd would like to 
correspond with boys.) 

Mary A. Fitzpatrick, 42 Creighton St., Cambridge, Mass. 

Eva Huggins, Doty, Washington. 

Helen E. Packer, 1825 E. Ninth St., Trenton, Mo. 

Esther Duckles, P. O. Box 113, Elk Rapids, Mich. 

Katie Brand, 609 N. Horsman, Rockford, IIl. 
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Lesson 11, Marcu 14, 1920. 
JOHN ON THE ISLE OF PATMOS.—Reyv. 1. 

GoLDEN TEXT—Jesus Christ is the same yesterday and today, yea 
and forever.—Heb. 13:8. 

In this lesson, we find the apostle John exiled on the Isle of Patmos. 
He was sent here with other persecuted Christians, because he loved Jesus 
Christ and gave testimony for him and the mighty works which he did. 
On this day, which we are reading about in our lesson, John was praying 
and meditating, when suddenly a beautiful vision was given him. He saw 
seven golden candlesticks, polished and burning brightly, and in their midst 
was the Savior, wearing a beautiful robe and a golden girdle, and in his 
hand he held seven stars. His voice was low and musical and sweet, and 
when John saw him, he fell at his feet, and the Master laid his hand on 
John’s head and said, “Fear not.” You see, even though John had been 
banished to this island, where he must give up his friends and loved ones, 
he still kept up his prayerful communication with the Father, and so this 
vision was sent to cheer him, and to let him know that the Light of Truth 
was still shining for him, and that he was really never alone,.and so had 
nothing to fear. This shows us that the Lord is able to go wherever he is 
needed, no matter how many obstacles there may appear to be. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Mais you think John would have been given this wonderful vision if he 
had not remained true to the Father on this desolate island? No. The 
vision came because he was praying and meditating. 

Why did the man in the vision tell him not to fear? Because he 
wanted to make it plain that he was the same Jesus whom John had always 
known, the loving, kind, and gentle Master. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESsSON—/nfinite Love is always 
with me. 


Ba 
By MARY 


WEE WISDOM 27 


Lesson 12, Marcu 21, 1920. 
JOHN’S VISION OF WORSHIP IN HEAVEN.—Revy. 7:9-17. 


GoLDEN TExT—Praise be unto our God for ever and ever. 

Our lesson today is about another vision which John had, while he 
was still on the Isle of Patmos. This was a vision of a great many people, 
of every nationality, gathered about a beautiful throne, clothed in pure 
white robes and bearing palms in their hands. The angels, too, were 
gathered about the throne, and all were praising and blessing the Lord. 
They were told that they would never hunger nor thirst any more, for the 
Father would feed them and give them drink, and wipe away all their 
tears. There were elders in the company, and one of them asked, “Who 
are all these people, and how have they come here?”” He was told that 
they were people who had passed through great trials; because they were 
loyal and true, their robes had been washed white. Now they were 
gathered together around the throne, in thanksgiving and rejoicing. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Make a story of this. Tell in your own words how all these people 
gather together (our thoughts), about the throne (the throne of Love in 
our hearts), to praise and bless the Lord. Tell how these thoughts have 
probably been such as anger or selfishness, etc., but because they have 
learned the beautiful Truth they have become pure, lovely thoughts (dressed 
in white robes); and now, because they have been cleansed by the life of 
Christ, they are never again to be unhappy, but are to have all their desires 
satisfied by Infinite Love. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—AIl my thoughts are uni- 
fied in Love. 


Lesson 13, Marcu 28, 1920. 
REVIEW: THE LIFE WORK OF PETER AND JOHN. 

GoLDEN TEXT—Lo, | am with you always, even unto the end of the 
world.—Matt. 28:20. 

Peter and John were brought up as friends and comrades, and when 
they grew to manhood, they were fishermen on the Sea of Galilee. It is 
believed that Peter was the oldest of all the disciples, and John the youngest 
of them all. They were two of the first four disciples called by Jesus. 
John is called “the apostle of love,” and Peter is likened to a rock of faith. 
Peter and John were always very near to Jesus, and they helped him in all 
his works. When Jesus was arrested, Peter and John left him, and at the 
trial of Jesus Peter denied him three times, but afterward he wept bitterly, 
and repented. During the hours Jesus suffered on the cross, John stood 
near by, and Jesus gave his mother into John’s loving care. On the resur- 

rection morn, Jesus appeared to Peter alone, and though no one ever knew 
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what was said between them, it is known that Jesus forgave Peter, and 
took him again into his love and confidence. After this, Peter and John 
accomplished many things for Jesus in their preaching and teaching, and 
were always true, loving and loyal disciples. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own words all that you can about the lives of Peter and 
John. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—I love the Lord, and I 
have faith in him. 


SECOND QUARTER 
Lesson |, Apri 4, 1920. 
ISRAEL RULED BY JUDGES.—Judges 2:6-23. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/n their distress they turned to God and found him. 

While Joshua lived and ruled the people of Israel, they served the 
Lord, and were wonderfully blessed and prospered. After Joshua died (at 
the age of one hundred and ten years), the people grew careless and forgot 
all the wonderful things that God had done for them. They began to 
worship idols, who, they thought, would bring them abundant harvests or 
other good fortunes; but things did not go as peacefully and harmoniously 
as they could wish. The Lord saw their great need of some one to guide 
them, so he sent to their aid twelve good men (judges), who helped them 
to restore peace and harmony and prosperity to their country. So the 
Israelites learned through experience, just as we do, that if they were to be 
happy and contented and prosperous, they must love God and serve him 
always. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Do people today ever worship false gods? Yes. They often worship 
money, power, authority, etc. 

What do these people need? They need some one to guide them to 
serve the Lord, who adds all good things that are needful to our welfare. 

When we are tired of serving these false gods, and turn to our Father, 
what do we find? We find that he is ready and waiting to help us, and 
to establish his order and harmony in our lives. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—!/ vill serve only the true 
God, even the God of Love. 


Lesson 2, 11, 1920. 
DEBORAH AND BARAK DELIVER ISRAEL. — Judges 4: 
4-5:31. 
GOLDEN TEXT—God is our refuge and strength, A very present help 
in trouble—Psalm 46:1. 
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Once upon a time in Israel there lived a prophetess, whose name was 
Deborah. Her wisdom was so great and it was so widely known, that all 
disputes in this country were brought to her for settlement, and the people 
abided by her decisions. At this time, Israel was in bondage to a certain 
man who was very hard upon the people. The captain of his army was a 
man named Sisera. Deborah’s desire was to deliver the Israelites from 
such bondage, so she sent for a hero called Barak, and when he came 
to her she ordered him to take ten thousand men and go up into a certain 
mountain where he would meet Sisera and his soldiers, and conquer them. 
Barak was unwilling to go alone, and he persuaded Deborah to go with 
him. She helped and encouraged him all the way, and when the day came 
for the battle with Sisera she said to Barak, “The Lord goes before you, to 
give you the victory.” Barak took his little band of men and went forth to 
meet Sisera, who had with him his great army and nine hundred iron 
chariots. Barak soon put Sisera to flight, and Israel was delivered. Barak 
and Deborah rejoiced in this victory. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell this story in your own words, and explain what power it was 
that helped Barak and Deborah to deliver Israel. 

Who went before them to prepare the way? The Lord. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—“‘/ will trust in Thee, and 
Thou wilt deliver me.” 


GUESS WHO 
ALBERTA M. CARTER 


Once upon a time, there was a great, good Man, talking to a 
large crowd of people. 

The mothers wanted to hear what that good Man had to say, but 
there was no one to stay at home with the children. They wanted so 
much to hear Him that they just bundled up the little ones and took 
them along. But the crowd of people objected to the children, and 
told the mothers to take them away. 

The great, good Man heard what the people said, and he was 
much displeased, and said unto them, “Suffer the little children to 
come unto me, and forbid them not: for to such belongeth the kingdom 
of God.” 

I think the children must have been very quiet, for He laid his 
hands upon them and blessed them. 

“T wish that His hands had been laid on my head; 
That His arms had been thrown around me; 
That I might have seen His kind looks when He said :— 


“Let the little ones come unto me.’ ” 
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(Number the letters of the alphabet from | to 26 to work this 
puzzle.) 


MISSOURI COUNTIES 


. Three names for boys. 7. Three great explorers. 

. Two kinds of trees. 8. A Color. 

. Name of a President. . Name of a state. 

. Denomination of a church. 10. A French leader. 

. Name of a chain of moun-_ 11. Capital of a Northwestern 
tains. state. 

. A foreign country. 12. Name of a river. 


(Contributed by HELEN PACKER) 
BEHEADED WORDS 


Behead a mineral and leave age. 

Behead a kind of bracelet and leave a black fluid. 

Behead a grain and leave something cold. 

Behead a piece of furniture and leave a growth on the head. 
Behead a timepiece and leave a part of a door. 

Behead a grain and leave something that means hot. 

Behead a vehicle and leave a noun. 

Behead a girl’s name and leave a boy’s name. 


HIDDEN BIRDS 


John, with awkwardness, fell into the mud. 

A loud gong roused the town. 

Cook heated the bread oven to bake the bread. 
Mary planted her onions in the garden. 

Joe sent Rob in to town to buy some books. 
The office was filled with rushed orders. 

Most all arks are boys. 
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AND HIS NAME WAS DENNIS 


We have with us today (and every day since Christmas), 
Dennis, son of Sir Erin. On Christmas morning, while son still had 
on his pajamas, and was circling around the tree exclaiming, “Oh, 
looky!’ oh, goody! oh, gee!” with every breath, a red streak burst 
from the other room, and threw itself against him. It almost knocked 
him into the middle of the tree, presents and all. It was, as you may 
have surmised, Dennis. He was trying to call son’s attention to the 
presence of a real live pup, and he rather overdid it. Someone, before 
sending him into the room, had tied a baby blue satin ribbon around 
his neck. I will not accuse any one of this atrocity, but son’s daddy 
was the only member of the family not in the room at the time. You 
may draw your own conclusions. 

Now there are dogs, the decorative sort, who make a pretty back- 
ground for a pale blue satin ribbon, but our dog could not, with strict 
adherence to truth, be placed in that class. He is long as to legs, and 
large as to feet, and the terms “plump and roly-poly,” will never, I 
am forced to believe, be applied to Dennis. I have discovered that 
the more food he consumes (and the amount is appalling) , the longer 
he becomes, but he still retains his slender sylph-like form. His coat is 
of grizzly red material—sort of rough in texture, like hog bristles. He 
is not a lap dog. Curtis says he would make a fair imitation of a lap 
dog if he would learn to sort of fold up. In spite of all care, when try- 
ing to hold him, there are usually one or more legs hanging down into 
space. 

However, put him into his own class, and we are very proud of 
Dennis. His father, Sir Erin, is a blue-blooded Irish terrier, born on 
the “ould sod.”” Already Dennis shows signs of becoming a worthy 
son of his family. He renders almost instant obedience to commands. 
He stands erect, with head up. He never slouches. These are indi- 
cations of the real thing in dogs, as well as in soldiers. 

Speaking of soldiers, we took Dennis out to “Friendly Maples,” 
for the first time, Saturday. He immediately made himself at home, 
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established his boundaries and began to patrol the place. He warned 
off all intruders. He talked in a very firm way to the mules and the 
cow across the way, but they merely stood still, regarding him in a 
contemplative sort of way. There was one thing that would run, 
though. Out on the railroad track, there was a queer looking’ thing 
which went sput-sputtering by once in a while. It came forward very 
courageously, but when he commenced to bark, it ran by as fast as it 
could go. He chased it clear to the line fence, and, as far as he could 
see it, the cowardly thing was still running. Then Dennis came back 
with a satisfied air, as though he would say, “I'll say I gave that fellow 
a scare.” Daddy called the sputtering thing a gasoline car, whatever 
that is. 

I am going to tell you something in the very strictest confidence. 
I know Dennis wouldn’t mind your knowing, but he wouldn’t want it 
to go any farther. It was this way: 

Dennis had gone across the lane and poked his nose through the 
fence to sort of look around, but his object was not attained. Sudden- 
ly four of the queerest two-legged creatures started toward him saying, 
“Gobble, gobble,” as fast as they could. Now (this is the confidential 
part), Dennis came home rather rapidly, without saying a word to 
them. You are not to understand from this that Dennis was afraid. 
The son of Sir Erin was not afraid—he was merely prudent. He did 
not understand the creatures’ language, and while they did not sound 
very friendly, one never can tell. Wouldn’t it have been an unfortu- 
nate thing if he had answered them rudely, when they were only say- 
ing, “Welcome, neighbor”? For that reason he retreated in silence. 
He is sure you will understand. 

In the meantime, Dennis is very glad to make the acquaintance of 
the Wisdom girls and boys. He knows you are all kind and friendly. 
Just the sort of folks a little red Irish dog would love to have for 
friends. 


THE BLUEBIRD'S MESSAGE 


The trees are yet bare, 
’ And there’s snow on the ground; 
Not a blade of green grass 
As yet can be found; 
But I saw a bright bluebird today, so I know 
That spring will soon come and that winter must go. 


—L. F. Armitage. 
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By BLANCHE 


Oh, I bluster and blow 
As I go! 


Hear me sing, 


In a voice loud and clear 
With good cheer; 
For I bring 

God's life and joy 

For each girl and boy, 
And the spring. 
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